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No man is a rock.
No woman is an island.
I have borrowed these words from someone who perhaps will never read 
them on this page, and perhaps w ill never know how they have influenced 
the past few weeks of my life. I feel partially guilty for this action, but 
at the same time, I can find no words of my own to begin w ith as I sit 
here w ith the clock ticking behind me.
The work is completed; the bridge has been crossed. And now it is time 
to put Grimoire to bed again.
There are many words which have floated through my mind at various 
points during this semester's production, such as DEADLINE EXTEN­
SION, MISCOMMUNICATION, IT'S FRIDAY AND WE HAVE NOTHING 
ON DISK, and EVERYONE WENT HOME FOR THE WEEKEND, but to give 
you the best idea of what I have been thinking lately, I feel the need to 
once again borrow something from another, this time Joe Sulock, who 
handed me this a few  weeks ago:
There are no words which express this thought better.
In a lot of ways, I feel like a thief, stealing words and thoughts from 
others, arranging them as I see fit, and signing my name at the end as 
if I were the sole subject of this complex sentence. This final act, a simple 
letter by a single person, represents the end of a long train of events 
which has involved many:
Dr. Toni Culjak—my advisor, my teacher, the fire which always 
awakens me into action.
Francine Lottier—the smile I never fail to receive, no matter how early 
in the morning it is, and no matter what my request may be.
The Grimoire Staff—The people who come to my meetings, who give 
of their time, and who really put this magazine together.
The Grimoire Patrons—the financial support which is always needed, 
and the moral support which comes from staff, faculty, past editors 
and staff members, and the Art museum (by far the most creative 
contributors this year), who give their words of encouragement when 
times are hard.
The authors and artists—the brave souls who put their hearts on the 
line for us to judge as we see fit, the providers of words and pictures 
to fill these pages w ith.
The students of La Salle—the audience w ithout which there would 
be no reason to create a work of art to display in the firs t place.
It has been a long semester of meetings and flyers and letters, and it has 
been a particularly long tw o  weeks of production. I feel like a fool sitting 
here w ith too much to say, babbling on and on because somewhere in 
my mind I have not yet accepted the fact that it is over.
I keep saying to myself, there w ill be another time. There w ill be another 
Grimoire. The spring edition is not as far away as it  seems. But for now, 
until the whole crazy process begins again, I feel a loss, a space in my 
life which up until this point I have been complaining about no t having.
Funny how the mind plays tricks on you, becomes all sentimental when 
a burden is lifted from your shoulders. I suppose some things don 't 
change much in the course of human evolution. A fter all, isn 't tha t what 
artistic creation is all about?
Read. Browse. Enjoy. All of us can find a little bit of ourselves in here.
—Joe Cieplinski 
Managing Editor
Susan Chemesky
Everyday
Face down on the floor 
as the stench of scotch 
permeates the room,
you lie motionless 
as I stand immune to 
the daily tradition -
This tired scene 
has been acted 
too many times -
W ith  our roles cast 
and our words scripted 
the plot repeats -
A nd I’m only a 
player on your 
pathetic stage.
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T o g e th e r 
Peter T. Quirk
Drinking from the water fountain 
I met the miracle of birth.
Tall and slender, like the bow of a violin.
She stretched like the stripes of the Am erican flag. 
Blue than  red 
W hite than  blue.
She was visible.
N ever in my hands 
Yet I had touched her,
Fingering the sm ooth letters 
So black and so real.
Crystal balls had not brought us together 
W e had
Fooled the palm reader 
W ith  our sightless trails of dark.
The sun shifted only slightly faster 
As we 
As I
Drank from the pouring fountain.
For you see 
I was invisible.
Transparent,
A  crumpled piece of
Day old saran wrap
Sculpted by a child’s unsteady hand,
A sightless body free of colors.
I was light.
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A falling leaf in winter.
W ind blowing through me 
Finding pockets of plastic 
T hat filled like a wind chime
Blowing me down upon the dark waters of an asphalt sea. 
I was invisible,
As I wrote her nam e upon my desk
Scratching with my pencil
As my G randm other scratched with her pen,
Upon m ulticolored cards of affection 
T hat dropped birthday dollars 
In front of my eager eyes.
She was there for all of it.
Upon my desk
In the rain puddle that split with falling drops.
Tearing, at her m other’s funeral
As I watched gently
O ver my father’s blazered shoulder.
My m other cried 
My brother’s giggled,
A t the falling of the bible from the pew.
A nd I
Her
W e
Stood invisible 
A t once 
W ithout colors
Behind a curtain  of rain tha t blew me close to her face. 
Visible,
Inside her tears.
Shaking,
Upon her wiping hands.
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Betrayer
— Kathleen Kearney
D eath comes to me 
Kisses me very, very softly 
Slow, sensuous lips caress mine
Sweet tongue cuts the membrane of my soul with forked tongue 
It is her flaxen crown and w olf s seductive gaze tha t captivate 
“ I have taken Christabel, ravished Lenore, and raped Leda. ”
I want her and w hat is hers.
She slides off her satin glove to unsheathe her claw 
Rips my clothes and tears the skin between my shoulder blades 
Pulsing fire down my back in waves 
A  grip so deep, never to be retracted.
She need not have loosed her power, cut her teeth  
I would no t have hesitated to rip my own 
To bare my sm ooth back 
To penetrate the skin with excruciating pain 
A nd watch the blood run freely, joyously 
To feel her hand, soothing salve.
I am my own
Betrayer need not apply
The position has been filled.
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First World —  Kathlen Suchecki 
For Every A ction
—  Charles Spruance
My mind’s bleached blonde and popping gum bubbles: 
I’ve become a bimbo to experience
— conversation with Carol Lynn
The Resident leaned against the counter by 
the nurse’s station,
and tried explaining it to M uldoon’s brother.
“ A n abscess— a hole caused by infective agents—
is eating in towards the carotid artery—
the big one in your brother’s neck-
you can feel it with your finger—
and his tum or is eating through the same artery.
Do you understand? ”
Eyes like pinballs, the brother nodded.
Low m an on the floor,
I stocked a stretcher outside M uldoon’s room
with all the necessary precautions,
and watched as they came to say goodbye:
an ex- wife with golden sandals.
two sons who played football,
a friend from the works.
Day by day, we packed and dressed the wound growing deeper 
down towards his vessel.
His brother was there 
when the artery 
showered out 
flooded M uldoon’s chest 
and the bed.
It was too m uch for his brother, 
who split the room
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like his feet were on fire.
“ Get in there, ” he said, “ H e’s bleeding. ”
“ I could use a helper in here, ” Kathy said.
The others, with more time on the floor, 
watched my num bed hands 
trapped in gowns and goggles.
Cynthia tied the mask over my face 
and told me I d idn’t have to go.
“ Try not to get any in your eyes or your m outh, ” she said. 
Kathy suctioned, I held pressure
and Cynthia paced around his bed, talking like Mr. Rodgers. 
“ James, ” Cynthia said, “ W e’re all here with you. ”
He grabbed at my fingers
and tried to tear away the towels I held to his neck.
Bloody as newborns, we counted his last breaths.
Kathy started to sing, Cynthia joined in, and I made a third. 
‘ ‘ O n the way to Cape May 
I’ll be waiting for you. ”
His ex- wife had told us it was his favorite song.
W e knew the chorus, so we sang that.
O u t on the floor
as I was washing up at the sink,
his brother came up on me.
“ W hat went on in there?” 
he asked.
Guts rumbling like I had eaten an onion w hole,
I shook my head slightly, side to side.
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In M em ory
Carrie Lisa
i see the wine
it’s color so pure, 
i hear the wind.
i drink the grape; 
i am transported 
to my youth 
and you are here again
and i am young, 
and we feast
on sunny afternoons in the fall, 
in the grape;
you disappear
and all i hear is the echo
of the words i miss the most 
“ hey little girl”
i smile, laugh and weep 
everything is purple in flow of 
my tears..............
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W a rm  P la c e
b y  LORRAINE HEALY
orning. Ordinarily, the first thing into my mind is, When can I 
sleep again? We have free time in the afternoon and a lot of girls 
spend it watching cartoons or soaps, but I choose to sleep because that’s 
usually the only place I can find quietness and p eace .. .and sanity. I haven’t 
decided yet if I’m going to take a nap this afternoon, though.
Welcome to my last day at Knoll Road Institution. I plan to escape tonight, 
but I figure that I’ll naturally have to wait until dark to do it. I’m not kidding 
about this—really, I’m serious. I can see the escape in my head, like it’s a 
movie script and tonight we’re wrapping the final scene. Take one.
Breakfast. Most just roll out of bed to go eat Cheerios and drink decaf­
feinated coffee, but I need to shower immediately if they, the nurses, expect 
me to be awake for the rest of the day. So there I’ll be, cold, wet hair hanging 
in my face while everyone else is still warm and fuzzy from sleep in their sweats 
and those socks that double as slippers. They don’t really care what we look 
like at breakfast as long as we’re showered for First Activity, which today is 
Woodshop.
Angel. Actually, it was Angela, but being the white trash that she was, that 
we all are, she shortened it because she thought it sounded sexy or sweet. I 
thought it sounded like a hooker’s.
Since she’s left me, I sit by myself. It’s been over a month and I still can’t 
bring myself to even talk to another person. I don’t like when people try to 
talk to me or be friendly, especially that fat girl Cathy, who seems to have 
developed some sort of fixation on me since Angel left. (Yes, thank you for 
these wonderful pills, Dr. Addison. You know how much I love a little 
pick-me-upper first thing in the morning.) The dining hall is too noisy to have 
a decent conversation anyway and besides, there really is no one here worth 
talking to. I stay about a half hour and then hang out in my bunk while 
everyone else takes a shower.
Workshop. A box. There isn’t much variety to what we can make. 
Everything is highly supervised. Our eighty-year old instructor Ms. Finley is 
like a dictator, shrieking at us and handing out punishments for the slightest
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infractions. We can’t carve anything, the reasons why being obvious, and I 
hate that. We aren’t even allowed to use the bandsaw. We have to mark 
what we want cut and then have one of its operators, we call them Buzzes, 
take care of it for us. I mean, it’s not like we can use the damn thing as a 
weapon; I guess they think people might get the idea to take their wrist for a 
slide underneath it. (Oh great, here comes Cathy. She’s probably going to 
want to talk to me. Get away, annoyance. Hmm. . .this piece of string on 
my sleeve looks much more interesting than the prospect of having a 
conversation with you.)
I just kept pulling the thread that was coming out of my sleeve, not thinking 
of the consequences, and then found myself twisting it into an intricate braid. 
The next time I saw Angel, I called her over and tied it around her finger. She  
smiled (oh, that had been so beautiful) and I told her that I always thought 
that there was like a thread connecting us, so small that only we could see it. 
She liked that thought, telling me she didn’t mind that I was crazy.
So, I have a box. With a cover. I can’t even sand it without a close watch. 
See over there by the door, that small, yet stern looking guard with a crooked 
nose and a scratched up cheek? Someone last year got the idea to wrap 
some sandpaper around her fingers, rough side out, and punch the guard. 
Not only did she break the hag’s nose, but she gave her a nasty burn on her 
shriveled cheek that to this day is still there.
I picked a plaid patterned piece of wallpaper out of a shoe box to decorate 
my box with. It was green and red, totally obnoxious, nothing like I had 
grown up with.
/ remember ripping The Bitch's  precious flowered wallpaper off the walls, 
the ivory printed sheets streaming behind me, with a luscious rip coming from  
the walls, as I ran around the room like a toddler who s discovered how fun 
a roll of toilet paper can be.
Phone Privilege Time. I get to make a phone call of my choice three times 
a week at two p.m. Everyone has a different time, different days. We get 
incoming phone calls during this time, too; I stopped waiting for The Bitch 
to call me a long time ago. (No, go ahead, Michelle. You can have my time 
slot.) But I don’t really give a fuck because I never call anyone. Not even 
today. Should I, though? Maybe I should call Angel, just to let her know that 
her house is my first stop, my only stop.
Counseling. Mine is scheduled a half an hour after my phone call, but 
since we’re only allowed ten minutes, I often find myself milling around for 
the other twenty, losing myself in the corridors, trying to look like I have a 
destination. Lately, I’ve been using this time to map out my escape route. 
(Can’t do it at night much anymore—no, not since last time when I got caught 
and was given three days in solitary.) From my bunk, I will head toward the
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bathroom and wait until the guard passes through the door, which happens 
to take an awfully long time to close. Plus, in the dead of the night, the guards 
rarely take the time to close it behind them. After I get out into the corridor, 
I have to hurry to the dining room.
It’s two thirty, though, so I only get to map out my route that far. I have 
to go see Dr. Anna Loughlin.
She asks me how I am. first of all, always first of all. I tell her that she 
doesn’t really care—why bother asking? That sets the mood for the entire 
session and she proceeds to act like the authoritative wench that she is. I hate 
this part of the day, so I’ll spare you. Let’s just say that I know I’m going to 
walk out of here an hour from now no more insightful or "cured" than when 
I walked in. All she does is make me talk about The Bitch.
She just left one day. I came home from the school and found the house 
all eerie, all quiet-like. I d idn’t notice the missing things—photos, vases, small 
pieces of furniture— until a couple of hours later when I fell like concrete from  
a high I had gotten during eighth period instead of going to algebra. The Bitch 
had moved, leaving me behind. I tore some more wallpaper off the walls, 
since I could now, and what did it matter anyway? I took out my Zippo and 
lit the living room on fire, then went outside to watch it burn. The police and 
fire departments showed up about a half hour later, along with someone from  
Knoll Road whom The Bitch must have called. They all found me sitting on 
the lawn, smoking my third cigarette.
Free time. I sleep and dream of boundlessness.
Dinner. Alone. It’s noisy, but I find myself a nice little corner. The whole 
time I munch on my bread stick—it’s Italian night—I eye a heating vent next 
to me along the south wall. I’m delighted with the knowledge that I know 
where it leads and that it’s big enough the entire way to fit my body. For the 
past two weeks, little by little I have been unscrewing the screws holding its 
screen and tonight, after dark, all of them will be just loose enough for me to 
rip them out quickly. (Oh great—another cat fight between Rachel and 
Takara. Can’t someone control those beasts?) From there, I’m going to crawl 
through to the vent in the ceiling of the downstairs laundry room, drop into 
one of the laundry carts and hide there until 5 am, when the laundry men 
come to take away the dirty linens. I’ll ride to wherever the hell they do the 
laundry—somewhere in town—and when they stop, I’ll jump out, take them 
by surprise, and then run like hell.
I know that it will work. I’ve seen it done in a B-movie that I am positive 
none of the Knoll Road personnel—they’re much too classy—have seen.
Bedtime. Waiting. . .It is much colder since she’s left. It’s especially hard 
to forget how warm another person can be. I look around at the other thirty
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girls in the room and wonder if anyone of them could be just as right as she 
was. She had this way of appearing out of nowhere when I was having a 
bad day. (When was I not?) But, it’d be like I wouldn’t see her all day, but 
then there she would be that night, by the side of my bed. We’d talk about 
books and philosophy, of all things. From Keats and Kant to Koontz and 
Karesh. She cared about my opinion; she even had some interesting ones 
of her own.
I didn’t have a bond like that with any of the other girls here. Cathy had 
tried to take Angel’s place after she left, but I knew from the start that she was 
just fooling herself. See, Angel and I had formed a kind of "dynamic duo" 
that many girls wanted to be apart of. Three’s a crowd, though, as everyone 
knows, so it was just Angel and me and it was wonderful. All Cathy was good 
for was the stack of cash that she kept under her mattress.
She got put away for trying to run her mother over with a car. A  lot of 
pent-up anger, she said, after years of abuse by her stepdad. When Angel 
told me that I felt a pang of contempt for her—child abuse has become so 
sensationalized these days that I hated that she had gotten involved with the 
hype. She was great company, though, despite her past. And even though 
I told her that I wasn’t trying to escape some hard prison time by being at 
Knoll Road, that I really was crazy, that there’s no helping me and that 
sometimes my mind seemed to actually crack in half as 1 lay in bed, staring 
at the bottom of the bed above me, obsessing over how the middle o f it kept 
bending toward me, she still slept with me at night, telling me that if I wanted 
her to she’d kill anyone who pissed me off.
I fell asleep with the thought of her still fresh in my mind, the memorable 
taste of her sweet honey lingering in my mouth. My inner alarm clock, the 
only thing connected to my brain that I feel I can rely on, wakes me up at two 
a.m. I slip out of bed, go underneath it to get the duffel bag I packed two 
weeks ago like an expectant mother and then head toward the bathroom.
I take out a pair of jeans that she gave me (actually they had been her 
brother’s) and put them over my shaking legs. Sneakers were next—I stole 
them from a girl who left a few weeks ago. The hospital gave them back to 
her the day she was leaving and when she took a break from packing, I took 
them off her bed. Her parents had to bring up another pair of shoes for her 
to wear home.
A guard comes in and checks the stall while I’m here, telling me to hurry 
up. I know by her voice that she’s the white-haired old hag with the sagging 
breasts and yellow teeth. Fuck, I knew I shouldn’t have brought my duffel 
bag in with me yet. I hear her soft footsteps go back into the main room, on 
the mg, so I flush and leave the stall. She looks back quickly and I cringe, 
but she doesn’t notice the bag, with its black straps against my black shirt, 
that I put on my back like a school bag.
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"Try putting your pajamas on, Klein," she hisses over her shoulder and 
heads toward the door that leads to the hallway. I begin to walk toward my 
bed, but then rush behind a set of bunks until she’s just the right distance 
from the door. The girl I’m standing next to stirs (Oh fuck, it’s Cathy), so I 
walk toward where the guard just was before Cathy can wake up. I grab the 
door just as it’s closing and stick a wad of paper in the catch. Letting it close, 
I duck underneath the door’s window, and wait a few seconds to hear any 
footsteps before I make my way out into the bright corridor.
I reach the dining hall without incident and open the door. It’s unlocked, 
as I discovered on my last test run right before I got caught, and I can hear 
the cleaning crew in the kitchen. My footsteps go unheard on the linoleum 
floor and though the lights are dim in here, I can find my special corner with 
the heating vent. As I bend to unscrew the screen, I hope that the African- 
American women washing the kitchen floor are loud enough to muffle any 
noise I make.
I wiggle myself in, head first, and realize that I can’t put the screen back 
on this way. I’m going to have to go the whole way backwards. Fuck. I get 
out and re-enter feet first, carrying the screen with me. I then position it on 
its frame, leaving it dangling precariously, and start crawling through the 
passageway.
Disorientation sets in about two minutes in. I fear falling down another 
vent or running into some dead animal, or even a former patient with a failed 
escape attempt. But oh wonderful—I don’t have to feel this way for long: 
there’s a juncture. I turn myself around. Still disoriented, I head toward 
where I think the laundry room ceiling vent should be. It’s getting hot. Oh 
god, I wish that I were naked in bed with her, the soft skin of her leg rubbing 
against mine.
And the time The Bitch found me and my friend Jamey up in my room, 
totally unclothed, in bed. Ever hear the expression "eyes like saucers?" Well, 
The Bitch had dinner plates coming out of her sockets. She kicked both of 
our naked asses out of there so fast that I think my head actually did spin out 
on the lawn as both of us hopped around, laughing, trying to put our jeans 
back on in the middle of the January coldness. She yelled out, calling me 
crazy, calling me sinful, saying that Jesus couldn’t save me any more and that 
I was doomed.
I reach the vent within minutes of my turn-around. With a pencil I stole 
much earlier from Dr. Anna Loughlin, I begin to rip through the mesh netting 
that serves as a screen for this heating vent. I noticed during one of my shifts 
in the laundry room that isn’t metal like the one in the dining room. The 
black material falls to the ground, marking my spot. Unfortunately, there isn’t 
a laundry cart directly underneath the vent as I had planned. The ceiling is 
about twelve feet high.
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After sliding my body through the vent, I hang momentarily by its edges. 
I have cut to the distance to about six and a half feet, but (fuck) it still hurts 
like a mother when I hit the ground.
I am not alone. Looking around, a deer caught in headlights, I realize 
Cathy is standing about ten feet to my left.
"Why didn’t you just use the stairs?" she asks, all smug. (The stairs, the 
stairs—she must have known all along; she must have followed.)
Behind her is a guard, a younger one than the one I encountered before, 
but about fifty pounds heavier and a lot more stupid looking.
"You didn’t think I’d just let you leave." I’m unsure at first who says it. 
The guard obviously doesn’t want me to leave, b u t...  No, I decide it’s Cathy 
who said it.
The guard motions for me to come forward. I lay my chin on my chest, 
feigning resignation. She doesn’t have her billy club drawn: it’s late and she’s 
been through this before. I put my hands out jokingly, like I’m getting ready 
for her to handcuff me, but instead I cuff her, setting her bottom jaw hard 
against her top one, partially severing her tongue. (If only I had a piece of 
sandpaper again. . .) Her eyes go wide (wide like saucers) and she takes 
several steps back, her mouth dripping with red saliva. I take off for the garage 
door, but not before I give Cathy a hearty slap.
The door looks ominous before me, its heaviness my only barrier to the 
outside air. I try lifting it, but it doesn’t budge. (I’m stuck, oh God, I’m stuck, 
NO!) Ready to fight, I stumble back into the door, where I inadvertently hit 
the UP button on the wall. I hear the grinding of gears (Fuck you, Mother— 
JESUS has saved me!) The door lifts itself off the ground, giving me enough 
space to get out. A blast of cold February air rushes in, but I slide underneath 
the door, with only Cathy screaming behind me.
The fence. Oh, how many times I looked at it with mutual feelings of 
disgust and longing. I hated it and longed to conquer it. The pavement is 
clear; piles of snow lay off to the sides. I pound the ground hard with my 
feet, pumping my arms like a track star, traversing the fifty feet between me 
and freedom. The air burns my lungs, and I am loving it. Loving it!
It comes up sudden, and I slam into it. The metal is like ice under my 
hands, but I haul my tired body up it, finally reaching the top. Cathy has 
come outside and is screaming from behind me. I let the barbed-wire rip 
through my T-shirt, my arms, my chest, our jeans, and fall onto the snow 
banks below.
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I look behind me and see the guard, face bloodied, staggering across the 
courtyard, with a few more matronly women running up behind her. One 
holds Cathy back, her fat body twisting in the woman’s arms. I take off, the 
snow only a few inches deep below my sneakered feet, and rely on the night 
to keep me safe, the phosphorescent watch-lights leading the way.
I first saw Angel out in the courtyard on a warm September afternoon. 
That night she came to me in my bunk and sat on the floor next to me, picking 
at her toenails. She wanted to gab and tell me about how she noticed me 
and wanted to get to know me, but I was in a mood, all ready to get some 
sleep. She sat on the bed next to me, saying she understood, and laid her 
head on my hip, eventually bringing her feet up and curling into a tight fetal 
position. She fell asleep like that, and when I woke up a few hours later, she 
was still there, running her hand up and down my side. Half asleep and still 
drunk with dreams of her by my side forever, I invited her under the covers. 
She joined me and we kissed. Sleep came again, but not before I saw her 
beautiful face under the phosphorescent lights which beamed in through the 
window, making her really look like an angel.
T h e bus is warm and dark, the tiny yellow track lights the only
illumination. I smell my blood leaking through the cuts in my skin, 
but I have numbed myself so I will not feel the pain. I have her address 
clutched in my hand; the bus heads straight into her town. I don’t know the 
way, but I figure that I can wander and ask any of the lost souls who will also 
be wandering around at four or five in the morning where Ardor Avenue is.
The trip takes longer than the bus driver said it would, and we don’t arrive 
until after the sun has risen. I amble off the bus, only a sleepy, college-aged 
guy coming behind me with a brown suitcase and brown hair and brown 
eyes. He looks like he’s arrived home, like he can’t wait to collapse into his 
warm bed and escape the frosty night. He knows exactly where Ardor 
Avenue is—his old elementary school is there and oh, boy he sure does miss 
home. (Shut up, you fuckin’ hick.)
There is more snow here than at Knoll Road. The coldness keeps me 
energized; so does the prospect of seeing her again. I wonder if she’s living 
with her mother, if the woman has taken her psycho daughter back into her 
house, her life. I wonder if her hair’s still long and straight, dyed ebony, or 
if she changed it once she returned to the sane world. (I will love her just the 
same.)
Her house is beautiful, yellow, and small. I wonder which window will be 
mine after she lets me back into her life. (She has to let me stay—where else 
will I go?) Her front lawn is piled with snow; the walkway is cleared. The 
steps on the porch are crickety, but welcoming in a sad way, nonetheless. I 
knock on the door, realizing that it’s early (only 6:30) but I can’t wait another 
second.
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After a few minutes, the door opens. A tired looking girl brushes her bangs 
out of her face and, upon seeing who it is, opens up the screen door. Angel 
sighs and rushes to hold me, running her long fingers through my hair. And 
here we are out on the porch, which has a swing and everything, like we’re 
in a bad movie (is this how the script ends?), long lost loves, finally reunited.
"Mary," she says. Her voice is soft and confused. "What are you doing 
here?" Her long, straight hair is now a more natural dark brown color.
"I had to be with you," I tell her, thinking that’s all the explanation she 
needs. My sweatshirt hides my battered torso, but I hope that she doesn’t 
smell my blood.
"Oh," she replies and looks me in the face, stroking my cheek. "I’m not 
sure right now was a good time to come."
I begin to ask why, but I hear footsteps come from inside the house and 
then stop at the threshold. As I look up, I see in the shadows a masculine 
figure, tall and thin.
Angel notices my distraction and turns around. The guy comes out and 
she smiles at him, a big loving smile (that’s my smile), and puts her arms 
around him.
"Mary, this is Terry," she says, giving him a squeeze. He is not her brother.
My mind becomes dizzy and the roof of the porch begins to bend 
downwards to meet me. A hand is extended, words of greeting exchanged, 
and I turn, ready to hurl up Italian food, but nothing will come up.
"Mary?" comes her voice. He asks if I’m all right, calling her Angela.
I wave my hand back at her and tell her I have to go, I have things to do, 
places to go. I ignore what she babbles about her mother being at home, 
that things are still tense between them and she doesn’t want to upset her.
When I reach the sidewalk, I turn to watch her standing on her porch, the 
early morning sun shining onto her feet. She’s better now, I suppose, and 
Terry’s her. . .whatever. They both give me feeble waves and go inside as I 
walk away, unsure where to go, unsure what to do. I stop at the edge of her 
front lawn and decide just to lay down in the deep snow in a martyr’s stretch. 
Staring up at the endless sky, I feel my mind fold in on itself, and let myself 
get really cold. I’ll go buy a lighter later and make myself—and Angel and 
her mother and Terry—all nice and warm.
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Jake
—  Natalia Beylis
The blurred words on the walls 
( painted the color of 
bathroom  tile sterility) 
try to read me also.
My two legs frolic 
over the bed’s edge 
as the idea of four 
unm entionable left turns 
which ended me h e re , again 
got me nowhere.
Jake pulls himself 
next to me
shining with an unm entionable lust 
as my m ind plays on 
confidentially passing 
past recollections 
of nothing.
A nd the chill of sterility 
crawls into me 
as Jake touches me 
as my confusion erupts 
as he pulls me under.
I neatly pack my body 
in a box, 
for him
decorate it with an array of ribbons 
and hope the illusion will distract him, 
from me.
( the honey toned sounds
be slips my way
the sticky feel
of his sticky tongue
and the way he smiles at me
still)
The words become clear
as Jake slips further
and further
and all I read
and all I want is. . .
nothing.
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H eat L ightn ing, 4  a.m .
—  Natalie Bair
It could be tha t what you are perceiving 
is real.
It could be tha t when you sit outside
in heat lightening
that you are om nipotent.
O r perhaps it does not know your impotence.
W hat are the chances
that you will be struck
with your fingers splayed to catch the bolt,
with your death- wish posture?
W hat drives you to the roof 
in your Jesus Christ sandals 
and weeping wounds?
It could be tha t you are feeling 
this side of lucky and 
that side of random  
as your head speaks in tongues 
like alpha and omega.
O r receives interference form commercial taglines—  
Is it live or is it M emorex?
It could be tha t you are, in fact, 
this close
to the tru th  of things with a capital T.
Truth.
O r perhaps you will retire to your bedroom, 
unstruck, in disgust; 
a fish thrown back,
a fish untouched because of som eone’s pity.
Left alive for only tru th  with a lowercase t; 
necessities like drinking milk 
and brushing twice a day.
It could be tha t it occurred to others like you,
when Coleridge pulls Shakespeare aside
in a century- span whisper— What you are perceiving
is not real. It was never otium,
but opium.
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Down the Bottle —  Joseph Sulock
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am e o f  Tenis
b y  A. RAYMOND BOSSERT, III
W i t h  nothing better to do, I sit back in a lounge chair, crack open my 
 head, and pick at the scabs on my brain.
I think I hear someone at the door, so I get up and swing the door open 
to find Loneliness sitting rather unobtrusively on my front step. I sit down and 
have a chat with the old gal as I watch a disconnected caravan of automobiles 
pass by, the near setting sun throwing an orange tint to grimy windshields. 
The people inside the cars don’t want to be where they were, where they are, 
or where they’re going to be, which is why they owe Krazy Karl a no-down
payment chunk o’ their future salaries.
Loneliness takes my hand and asks if I’d like to go with her for a little stroll, 
and I say why not and leave my front step without even locking my front door 
since if anybody needs anything of mine so bad they’ve got to steal it, then 
they certainly need it more than I do. Anyway, I step down to the sidewalk, 
arm in arm with Loneliness and start up a little chat about the fall of the West, 
and what I have to buy at the store, and how if I really wanted to I could do 
something productive with my life. But all that is trivialized halfway down the 
block of row homes with closed doors, when I see a pigeon writhing on its 
back, flapping broken wings wildly, and staring at me with beady red eyes 
that implore for me, in my infinitely greater spiritual existence, to do some­
thing. So I kneel down, say What a shame, and then resume walking down 
the street.
Loneliness, well she keeps pulling at my arm, slowing me down a bit, so 
I take it a couple of steps slower to keep everything in order. She points over 
to the old man across the street, who waves and nods and grins with the 
misaligned teeth the dentist just made for him. I just pretend like I can’t see 
him and keep walking. Look at the STOP sign at the corner. STOP for what? 
Loneliness asks me. Why should they have to STOP? They ’re the ones behind 
the chrome grates and the super V8, stampede horsepower engines. Yeah, 
but what about the other guys with the super V8, stampede horsepower 
engines?I ask Loneliness in reply. Well then, he who has the biggest insurance 
claim wins, she speaks whimsically and guides me through the crosswalk to 
the next block.
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With the sun slipping behind rooftops, I see a darkness ahead of me, 
lingering above homes and trees. I breathe in the carbon monoxide mist from 
a running parked car along the curb, its familiar rotten egg fumes squeezing 
the life out of the microscopic cells lining my lungs—if there are any left to 
squeeze the life out of. A quick stumble on a raised block of pavement, almost 
enough to keep food on a lawyer’s dinner table for a couple of months, and 
I find myself standing in front of a crumbling old house. You remember who 
Hues in there? Loneliness asks, as if a block’s distance and 30 years would 
make me forget. Nora Scylla lives there, Loneliness remarks. That’s Nora 
Byrd, now, I correct Loneliness. Oh, yes. S h e ’s been married quite a while 
now, hasn’t she? Loneliness inquires. Yeah, I say. Just before I start walking 
again, I see the front door open and hear a thunderous holler from inside. 
The storm door is flung open, causing a disturbing cracking shout from the 
hinge. A woman, not obese, but with a noticeable excess of flesh, steps 
hurriedly onto her front step. It’s Nora, all right. Our eyes meet for a brief 
instant, and she pushes a few stray hairs back with a weathered young hand. 
She makes a nervous kind of smile with her wrinkled young face to say hello. 
I begin to nod when another yell comes through her door, and her eyes 
quickly shift down as she turns about and re-enters the house. As I begin to 
walk again, I can see through the screen storm door the aging, beer-gutted 
Mr. Byrd slouching in his boxers and tee shirt with something in his hand.
Good thing you didn’t get yourself hitched to her, Loneliness remarks as 
we continue our stroll. What an ugly old buzzard she is, Loneliness gossiped. 
She wasn’t always like that, I say. I can remember back in high school. Damn, 
she was something to see, I remembered. We used to pick the bus up at the 
same stop, even all the way back in grade school. I knew her ever since . . . 
well ever since I knew anybody. She had the perfect figure and always had 
her hair done up but never any make-up and would always be laughing, but 
she was always a decent kid—real innocent. And damn did I think about her 
all the time . . .  I would always imagine us living in this big perfect Ward and 
June Cleaver house . . . and we would always love each other . . . she was 
probably the only girl I was in love with. . . Hell, I still think about her . . .  as 
she used to be at least. I speak. So what happened? Loneliness asks. I don’t 
know. I never talked to her, I say with a sigh, as Loneliness rests her head on 
my shoulder. Tragic, she says. Her father got in some kind of trouble and 
bailed out on the family. Nora had to quit school, and got herself messed up 
with that dirty old man Mr. Byrd from the drug store she worked at, I inform 
Loneliness. And you know, I always blamed myself for her being stuck in that 
house, scarring her face with wrinkles, and letting him do who knows what 
to her and all those kids, I confess, tearing a leaf off of an azalea bush growing 
too far out onto the sidewalk. And why would you feel that way? Loneliness 
asks, staring up at me with two frosty blue eyes that seem to send cold blasts 
into my head, chilling the nerves leading to my spine. I d on ’t know . . .  I 
always figured maybe if I had stepped into her life. You know, like if I was 
her boyfriend or something . . . maybe she wouldn’t have been transformed
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into that horrible old wretch Mrs. Byrd, you know ?Maybe I could have steered 
her life away, I say, picking up a stick from underneath an old tree.
It’s starting to get darker as I get to the corner, but Loneliness says she’d 
rather take the turn than cross the street, so I follow her lead. We silently reach 
the next corner, cross the street to our right, and begin walking down the next 
block. I think about the last time I ever stood at the bus stop with Nora; 
Loneliness grips my arm firmly. I think about the horrible feeling of loss I had, 
as if I had some kind of claim to her. I think of how her face looked when I 
stood back to let her get on the bus first and how she gave me a polite smile 
in return. A smile with lips that never spoke to me but that spoke constantly 
to me. I feel a sensation under the top of my skull, like a small plastic balloon 
had been filled with some green fluid and burst on the top of my brain. The 
sensation lingers for a moment or two, until the verdant liquid seeps into the 
nooks and crannies of my brain, and all kinds of bizarre thoughts and fantasies 
drink it up. With their renewed stores of nourishment, they crawl from 
between the features of my brain, and soon I ponder on what never was and 
what never should have been. I find myself cringing at remembrance of 
misspoken words to strangers, unspoken words to loves, and unfound words 
to enemies.
I swat at a tree trunk with my stick, and find Loneliness pressing closely 
up against me as the lights of stars begin to burn their way through the black 
canopy of the sky. I find myself farther away from home than I wanted to be, 
and suddenly I think maybe I should have locked my front door. Just a little 
further, Loneliness says, a sudden wind whisping strands of her snow white 
hair in front of her face, as if the hairs themselves are anxious to move ahead. 
OK, a little further, I say.
My stick is cracked in half as I hit it against the pole of a traffic light, whose 
color tells me not to walk yet. I see no cars, but I stand at the corner anyway, 
not daring to rebel against the authority of the machine. I look at the half 
moon above and think what life would be like living all alone up there and 
looking down here and being able to see everything—all our stupid wars and 
pollution and cities. I see myself in a white spacesuit looking at the big blue 
ball in the sky and giving a hearty laugh just as my oxygen tanks are depleted, 
and I slowly asphyxiate. The light tells me I can cross the street, and Loneliness 
slackens her grip a bit and quickens her step.
We walk down a darkened street. Night-blackened trees line our proces­
sion to the left as dying lawns lay between us and the houses to our right. 
Over here, Loneliness says, stepping between two parked cars and out into 
the street. She guides me by the hand into a little park. We pass by a bivouac 
of bums whom Loneliness irreverently greets with a large smile and a 
sweeping wave. We’ve come far enough, and it’s getting late so I stop by a 
tree and look around. I can see a couple sitting on a bench under a lamp. 
Loneliness comes up and puts her arms around my waist. We watch the two
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lovers speak. I see the girl get up and holler at the boy. He seems to be trying 
to plead with her. Touching, all this romance, just touching, Loneliness says, 
leaning her head on my chest as we stand under the tree. The girl pulls 
something off her finger and flings it away. As the boy picks it off the ground, 
the girl makes a quick escape from the park; the boy chases after her. 
Loneliness and I look into each others eyes, and as she embraces me, we kiss 
each other for a moment.
A wino steps up to us and asks us if we have any change for a veteran of 
some long ago war. I see my reflection in the sad staring eyes of the drunkard, 
and with his lost, depressed expression chiseling itself permanently onto the 
front of my brain, I pull out my wallet and hand him a few dollar bills. 
Loneliness and I begin our walk home, the old wino’s countenance staring 
at me the whole way like some kind of night-blindness.
Loneliness follows me into my house, which is the same as I left it. No one 
wants anything of mine. And then I think again of Nora, and of the wino, and 
I feel the scabs on my brain hardening once again.
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C hopin's W altz for P iano O p. 6 4  N o . l
—  Natalia Beylis
Down 
on her knees 
stripped of every- 
conceal, every cover 
she prays for someone 
to pray for her
slipping on her back 
into a garden of flannel 
flowers
Blue, G reen, Pink 
closing her eyes 
into a world of her own- 
everything begins
with a trill away from an accented B flat 
Beneath
the soul of a composer 
familiarity hunts 
to make each repeated rhythm  
NEW
C lutched fists grab for the air, 
or the nothing which is there. 
Above
all formality is forgotten, 
constant gray silence
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peers
creeping into her w orld, 
her m ind, her 
body intertw ining w ith pain 
the pleasure of fleeting secrecy 
the composer calls for a crescendo 
ending the valse 
in signature forte form 
Up
above her, 
she concentrates 
on the final chord
elongated—
( signifies 
finale)
dreaming of dayflowers-
the garden of flannel 
on which she rests 
has aged
with drowned yellow
as the composer 
is decades away, 
praying 
for her.
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C a r o u s e l
b y  TOM QUINN
‘In my fight to keep her, I lost her...”
I t ' s  been a while, at least two years, and still, it’s always on my mind.
It’s like a carousel, each horse is a different memory, moment, glimpse 
of her. And on those I sit, riding in circles, day in and day out.”
‘Grand wooden stallion dance into yonder sunset, galloping on the fragile 
brink of the horizon. Don' t  fall down horse, don' t  fall down. "My horse sings 
a sad song. ”
“Let me help you along a bit. Lace up your riding shoes. I find fate an 
easy word for people to say, though few really believe in it. A passerby on 
the street, a collision in the grocery store, a kiss in the dark. I prefer to think 
that certain things, some few precious moments, are just meant to happen. 
I slowdanced with fate once, and it bit me in the eye.”
A s  a boy, my friends and 1 would wait all year for those first summer
 nights when you could smell the anticipated rain from the front 
porch and the first few glimpses of fireflies graced the night sky. We would 
immediately race home and beg our mothers for glass jars and coffee cans. 
After frantically gashing a few airholes in the lids we made a mad dash for 
the woods. All night (that is to say until about eight o ’clock or so)we would 
collect fireflies and then take home our trophies, like lanterns, joyous over 
the bountiful hunt. We loved them, loved them, loved them.”
‘They were dead in a few days. ”
few years ago, on one fateful midsummer night, my boyhood called 
 to me. And so to those woods I trekked, coffee can clenched tightly
in my hand. I came upon a clearing where a thousand fireflies had con­
verged, my own galaxy for the taking. My hunting skills came back quickly. 
The wild beasts would foolishly give a quick glimpse of themselves and I, the 
mighty hunter, would pounce.”
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“Of course, as any great hunter would, I began to decorate myself with 
that wonderful glowstuff that those fireflies are so filled with. Oh, don’t judge 
me, you all did it as children. I smeared it on my face, my hands, my clothes. 
It was as if I had found that mythodical fountain of youth. I felt like a boy 
again. Young, alive, happy. I danced around the clearing, rather mindlessly, 
and in my ecstasy, I tripped over a fallen tree branch and fell, hitting my head 
on a gathering of rocks. I slept and awoke to the breath of fate on the nape 
of my neck.”
The midnight choir of crickets filled my ears as I came to. I sat up 
 somewhat slowly and looked around as my eyes tried to adjust to 
the darkness. My coffee can lay near my foot, the lid a bit farther away. All 
of my glow friends had left and it made me very sad.”
“And then a glimpse of it caught my eye. A single firefly say on my shoe, 
but it was huge, for a firefly that is. It was at least two inches long! I quickly 
grabbed hold of it and cupped it in my hands. Carefully I stood and raised 
it to the moonlight. I opened my hands and peered inside, and to my 
astonishment, to my utter amazement, I found not a firefly, but a tiny angel. 
An angel of all things! She was trembling with utter fear, her little wings just 
barely moving. She was more beautiful than anything that I have ever laid 
eyes on, more beautiful than I could describe in mere words. She was dressed 
in a robe of sorts. It was of some light color and rather dirty and beaten. In 
contrast to it, her skin, lips and hair were like that of Venus herself. But her 
eyes, her eyes would shame a mere goddess. She could have killed you with 
those eyes alone, I swear to it. Just one look and all of your blood would boil 
and go straight to your heart. But what a way to die. To die by glimpsing 
Heaven. Ironic. The moonlight caught the whites of her eyes and I swear 
that if she hadn’t shut them when she had I would have drowned right then 
and there. I would have fallen right down into them.”
H owever. she did close them, and she began to cry. As each tear fell 
 upon my hand, it burned horribly, and I wanted so badly to comfort 
her. I tried to talk, but dry air sat heavily on my tongue. Finally, I managed 
to tell her that I meant her no harm and that I had mistaken her for a firefly. 
(I felt like I was insulting her by saying this; the notion of her being mistaken 
for a bug seemed horribly silly.) Thankfully, she stopped crying and looked 
up at me again with almost adoring eyes, and my knees felt weak. She kissed 
my thumb gently, and, well, I damn near fell over. She thanked me for being 
so kind as to not hurt her and said that she would on occasion visit me there. 
But no, this was not enough for me; I wanted to be near her all of the time 
and since I could not go with her, I decided that she must come with me. 
And so, just as she began to move her wings to fly away I quickly grabbed 
her and trapped her in the coffee can. Inside I could hear her crying again 
and I tried to explain to her that it was because I loved her. I knew that she 
hated me.”
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T he next morning I awoke with a horrible headache; those rocks left
 a nasty bump. I went to the windowsill where the coffee can was and 
I tried to peek inside. Nostalgia filled my head. Remember the smell? That 
metallic stench mixed with the dry aroma of old coffee grounds? Well, I 
couldn’t see much in those holes, so I tapped the side of the can, but she did 
not make a sound. And so I slowly peeled the edge of the lid away only to 
find to my horror that she was gone! My only love was gone! I didn’t know 
what to do. I wanted to run away and stand perfectly still at the same time. 
I wanted to scream. I wanted to cry. I sat down and stood back up. I paced 
around the room and then I began to shake slightly. A single tear escaped 
down my cheek. I went back to the clearing in the woods and called out to 
her, but no one answered. Only the wind whispered a sad ’hello.’ Or was it 
a ’good-bye?’ I can’t hear as well as I could as a child.”
“I came home a sad, sad shell of a man. There really seemed little purpose 
in much of anything. On this beautiful, sun-drenched day, everything 
seemed dark, gray. I pushed open the front door and it seemed to weigh a 
hundred thousand pounds. And there she sat, on a candle on the coffee 
table. She looked like the flame and I nearly cried.”
S he told me that she didn’t hate me and that she would still come to 
 visit me and since I had thought that I had lost her altogether, this 
was wonderful news! And so it went; usually once or twice a week she’d 
come and sit on the candle and we’d talk and she would sing beautiful songs 
without words. Things were grand, but when you’re walking on air there’s 
nowhere to go but down, and fate bit me again. Because one night as we 
sat talking, the moonlight crashed through the window, caught her eyes and 
I damn near drowned again, but I got up and walked away. Don't fall down 
horse, don’t fall down. But it was too late, and love hit like gypsies in the 
darkness. Maybe she knew, maybe she felt the same. I don’t know. She 
didn’t cry when I put the glass jar over her. She didn’t cry when I put on the 
lid or when I punched out the holes. She didn’t cry, but I did. No, she just 
looked up at me, her eyes never leaving mine, but I couldn’t look back. She 
sang that night, all the way into the wee hours of the morning, and I wanted 
to let her go. I wanted to set her free—love is not self-serving, you know. And 
still, we talked every day, and she sang her beautiful, wordless songs each 
night for months and months. I’d never been happier. I loved her, loved 
her, loved her.”
‘M y horse sings a sad song. ”
‘She was dead in a few  days. ”
A ll my life I believed in two things that I found to be true. The first 
was that dreamers never learn; the second was that angels never 
die. Well, it seems that in believing the second, I proved the first. Angels do
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die. They die when you don’t let them live, and that’s just what I did. I did 
it out of love, but love is blind and makes even the most learned man a fool. 
In all of the time that I kept her in that jar it never struck me that she could 
have left at any time. She did it the first night in the coffee can. It later hit 
me that you can only make an angel stay if she wants to. She might have 
stayed to make me happy, or maybe she felt pity for me. Or maybe, just 
maybe, dare I dream, she loved me. In return, I killed her. In trying to keep 
her, I lost her. Don’t ever fall for the people you care about. Don’t try and 
keep what isn’t yours, and please, please, I beg of you. . .go find someone 
you love, take them in some moonlit clearing, stare into their eyes, don’t 
utter a single word, but tell them you love them. . .and then run away before 
you can shed the first tear.”
‘Giddy up. Another spin around. ”
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Autumnal Eve —  Kathleen Suchecki
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Dusk
—  Susan Chemesky
W ith  your westward journey, 
the afternoon blue 
metamorphizes -
Tiers of 
red
orange 
and yellow 
frame your fiery 
mass as you 
prepare for rest -
W ithin seconds 
you vanish - 
leaving only a 
memory of light.
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O ne Central
—  Charles Spruance
The woman in one eleven 
said she was hungry 
before she finally 
left this world
I washed her body 
pulled the covers up 
to her chin
and waited for her daughters
to come and go
before I
tied a tag
around her toe
and rolled her into a shroud.
The zipper on the body bag 
broke
on the way to the morgue 
and her arm 
jack- knifed 
out
blocking the corridor.
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om e
b y  CHRISTINE SCHILLING
W h en he finished, she rolled to her right side and pulled the grizzly 
sheet over her naked body. Mae looked past the nightstand with 
the mess of black licorice, some crumpled ten dollar bills, and a watch. She 
gazed at the shiny paneled wall that said nothing to her but that it was new. 
The orange glare from the setting sun climbed the wall another inch each 
minute, and she stared at it hard so that she’d need to close her eyes tightly 
to get rid of their burning. But by then the burn would change into a 
throbbing pain and make her dizzy, and the heat was too much, and she was 
tired and hot and sticky. She closed her eyes anyway and heard the humming 
of the rusted floor fan and the indifferent cars on the highway outside and 
saw nothing but a blue-black dark. The disinfectant staleness of the room 
scorched the inside of her nose. She stayed half under the covers getting sick 
from the heat and the thick air and her eyes and the sweat. Harry Black’s 
clammy hand found its way onto her backside and she opened her eyes. The 
day had passed; the room was dark. Just like that. It was 1973. Memphis, 
Tennessee.
Mae was tall, thin, and angular with lots of freckles. Her pencil-like legs 
pulled her upright, and her feet were tickled by the matted carpet of the floor. 
She got out of the bed and walked to the bathroom. Its blinding light 
bleached the already white tiles, and she looked at the room. She washed 
her hands, letting the cool water stream between her fingers. She looked in 
the room at Black. He had a white face and a red head and blue eyes. He 
was bony. Pasty skin. Not much body hair. 43. Married. Three kids is what 
he said. Paid for the whole night but only wanted a straight lay. Fifty dollars. 
Easy to please. Perfectly adequate.
He was pulling sheets and fluffing pillows when he saw her looking at him. 
He said, “I like a good made bed to sleep in.” He laughed—probably cause 
he felt stupid for saying something like that. But he still fixed the bed anyway, 
folding corners and tucking bottoms. It all seemed so scientific, like he was 
wrapping up a box or something. Mae still watched him partly because she 
couldn’t make a bed and partly because she never had one who liked to make 
beds before. “Ya know,” he said, “that was real nice.”
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“Well, baby,” Mae said, “you did all the work.” She gave him a wide, 
skinny-lipped smile. He sat on the bed and rested his hands together between 
his knees and just looked at the floor. Either he didn’t believe her or he was 
feeling guilty—she couldn’t tell. “I’m gonna take a shower baby and I’ll be 
all smellin’ good for you.” She blew him a kiss and pushed the door closed.
She looked in the mirror and rubbed her eyes. They were red and hurting 
awful. She never smiled when she looked in the mirror. She was ugly and 
ordinary. Her wide-set, cow-brown eyes and sallow cheeks made her thin 
face look droopy. They didn’t fit her anymore than her straight sandy hair. 
It didn’t matter anyway because she didn’t look in the mirror all that much. 
Only if she had to. When she did look, what she saw was her mother.
T h e stars just seemed to eat up that evening sky. They were so bright
 Mae’s momma didn’t even need a lamp in her room but there it was 
on the bureau, right in the center of it, and it stood a whole foot high so pink 
and proud. It was one of the prettiest things her momma had. It had a gold 
stand with a round, pink, umbrella-like velvet shade and red fringes all around 
it. It was like if you wanted to know what love looked like it would be like 
this lamp. There were some papers and a Vogue magazine all messing up 
on the bureau too, a pack of Lucky Strikes and a little purple glass jar taking 
up space where her daddy’s picture used to sit, and a spray bottle of perfume 
that was left there by mistake. Mae was nine. She stood next to the bed 
watching her momma get dressed. Her momma was staring into the cracked 
looking glass of her vanity and lining her lips so they looked fatter. She asked 
Mae, “How d’you like him?”
Mae’s momma was talking about her new boyfriend. Her new boyfriend 
this week. It seemed like her momma always had a new gentleman coming 
around the house. He’d stay for a night or two and split. Mae’s daddy had 
died only a year ago. He’d gone and hanged himself at his office job, and 
things just hadn’t been right since. Mae thought her momma forgot about 
her daddy and didn’t know why she’d go out nights and leave Mae alone, or 
why Mae would sometimes be awakened by her moaning in her room half 
the night. She did ask her once, though, when she went to see what all the 
noise was about, to see if her momma was all right. When she opened the 
door she saw a gentleman naked and smashed all up against her momma 
on the floor, and her momma all naked and wrapped around the gentleman. 
He was like some kind of wild pig or something, moving all over the place 
and taking momma with him. Mae just stood there and watched for a bit, 
then asked what he was doing. Her momma told her, simply, to go to bed. 
The gentleman never stopped or even looked up. Just as well—she didn’t 
see his face then, or after that. And it didn’t make any difference, really 
because none of the boyfriends ever talked to her, and yet her momma always 
wanted to know if she liked the boyfriends. She didn’t know why, but her 
momma never wanted to hear that Mae didn’t like them, so she always said 
she did.
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“See, baby. This man, George, I like him a whole lot and I want you to 
like him.” Her momma painted her lips burgundy. “I’m hoping he’ll ask me 
out again. He took me to that new restaurant—La Trattoria. It’s very 
expensive.” Her mother looked at her in the mirror and saw her pouting and 
pulling at little strings in the eyelet bedspread. She always did that kind of 
nonsensical stuff, like when she took all the stuffings out of her dolls and glued 
their skins to the headboard. Mae’s momma pressed her lips together and 
said, ‘You know, since, your daddy’s been gone, I’ve been needin’ to get 
out and meet more people.”
Mae looked at her feet and kicked them in the air. “But that’s what you 
said about the last one.”
“I know. I know. He just wasn’t real nice. But this one, baby. This one 
I like a whole lot.” She dusted her cheeks with a shimmering powder. She 
stood up and smoothed out her dress. ‘You need to like people and you 
need for them to like you back.” A knock on the door echoed through the 
hollow house. Her momma held her arms and looked at her. “Do you like 
him?”
“I like him fine, Momma,” she lied.
The jet flying south of the motel woke Mae from her daydream. She
 turned the water off. She looked around and felt her head. It was 
real warm, like she was getting a fever or something. She showered, 
towel-dried her hair, and turned out the light when she left the bathroom. 
Harry’s lower body was under a layer of folded sheet, and he just kind of sat 
there and watched Mae walk around the room naked, looking all proud of 
himself or something. “If you don’t mind my sayin’ so, you got a real nice
11ass.
Mae smiled at him and looked for something to wear. “Well thank you, 
baby,” she said. “That’s real sweet.”
“It’s one of those heart-shaped asses.” He looked at her with wide, 
expectant eyes, nodding his head with a goofy Kool-Aid smile.
What is he doing here, she thought. Either this guy’s really weird or really 
nice. She couldn’t tell. She thought she’d indulge a possible ass fetish and 
walked closer to him. That’s when he asked, “Are you from Memphis?”
“Arkansas.” Really bizarre guy, she thought and again sifted through her 
clothes, feeling them. All but her jacket were damp with sweat.
“One of my employees lives in Arkansas.” Harry talked about the state 
of Arkansas and his employee and his house there and the late summer 
barbecue and how New York is so different from Memphis and he should
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know cause he’s one of those worldly and cultural types. She looked 
interested and nodded and smiled at all the appropriate times and answered 
the appropriate answers. She followed unwritten rules in an unpublished 
manual: Do what you got to do even if you don’t want to do it; if you really 
can’t do it, well then pretend you’re doing it if that’s at all possible; you got 
to please them all if you expect to get anything. That’s the first thing she 
learned when she moved to Tennessee.
I t  was only two years ago and she was just fifteen. She ran away with
 her boyfriend who ditched her when they got here. He just used her 
because she paid for the bus ticket. He was supposed to pay for the motel 
their first night, but when she woke up he was gone and he didn’t leave any 
money for the room. She never saw him again. She cried that morning and 
it’s funny she didn’t remember crying after that. But in a way she didn’t even 
care that he left. She knew he was no good and at least she was away from 
her mother. She just couldn’t live with her anymore. Her momma just didn’t 
care. Not when Mae stopped with school, when she got arrested for stealing 
that bicycle; she didn’t even try to find Mae when she left for Tennessee. After 
a while, Mae didn’t care either. She tried to get a job in Memphis, but she 
was only fifteen. You can’t please many employers when you’re only fifteen.
“Think people can ever go back home again?” Harry finished the story 
and noticed she was looking for something. He asked, “What’re you lookin’ 
for?”
“I need somethin’ to wear.”
“What about that, there?” He pointed to a lump of sweat-soaked white 
cotton.
She felt her forehead and said, “It’s wet, and if I wear it, I might get sick 
or get you sick.”
“Hold on.” He got out of bed. “I might have somethin’ in the car.”
"No, no. That’s all right. You don’t have to.”
He put on a robe and slippers—his own. “Well, I will. I don’t want you 
to get sick. I’ll be right back.” He left the room’s door open and Mae could 
hear the trunk open, some rustling papers, nothing, the trunk close then a 
door open, nothing, and then that door close. It must be his first time away 
from home, she thought.
“It’s all I got short of some sweatshirts and a raincoat.” He chuckled and 
held out a white knee-length slip.
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“Thank you,” she said, just looking at it. It was satin with thin straps and 
lace edging. So elegant she felt dirty just looking at it.
“It’s Rose’s.” Rose must’ve been his wife. His head shrank in his 
shoulders and he said, “Sorry. I want you to wear it.” He forced it hard in 
her right hand like they were shaking on it or something.
But the way she took it from him—like she was afraid it would consume 
all her body and soul if she touched it for too long. The satin slid through, 
her hand and she gripped it before it could fall to the floor. And she just stood 
there holding it. It was soft like the way she always thought a movie star or 
princess would say it felt like. Her momma always would tell her that a slip 
complemented a lady. But she didn’t feel right about holding it, cause she 
wasn’t a lady, or a movie star, or a princess.
He got into the bed and under the sheets. He asked her to put the slip 
on. She did—all the while taking care not to wrinkle the thin and delicate 
fabric. He asked her to turn the light out. She did and stood by the door, 
her belly flopping about. She was uncomfortable because she kept worrying 
she’d mess it all up on his wife. She locked her fingers behind her neck and 
grazed her skin with her thumbs. She let her hands slide across her shoulders, 
over her breasts and to her tummy and all around her thighs. She didn’t 
know what it was—that man, the buzzing fan, the paneled wall, or the smell 
of the room. The cars whizzed by outside, but she didn’t know what she 
needed.
Then she felt like her eyes would pop from her head. They burned like 
they were bleeding or something—like someone had taken a thousand 
needles and pierced the backs of them. She tried to make it stop by rubbing 
them with the insides of her wrists. But the pressure couldn’t help. Now 
nothing could. And then it happened. She just cried.
Harry sat up. He asked, “What’s wrong? Why’re you cryin’?”
She couldn’t answer him because she didn’t know. She dropped to the 
floor and curled up next to the door. She pulled in her legs and hugged her 
knees. She cried slowly and quietly.
He got out of the bed. “What the hell? What the hell’s wrong with you?” 
But she wouldn’t answer because she knew he didn’t really care to know. 
She cried loudly and violently. And alone. In the dark. She rocked back 
and forth, holding herself.
He touched her arm. She pushed him away. “Please stop. Please stop 
cryin’.” She still ignored him.
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“What? Why are you doin’ this?” He took hold of her arm and shook 
her. She pushed him hard so that he fell back. “JesusChristAlmighty. What 
are you, goddam nuts or somethin’?” She knew she wasn’t crazy.
“Goddamit, I must be nuts,” he said. “Listen to me.” But she was tired.
“Listen to me, Mae. Listen to me."
"What?”
He crouched next to her like she was a sick kid or something. “Mae. I’m 
gonna go, OK?”
Her crying slowed. She just lay there all wrapped around herself with her 
head tucked into her own knees and arms, whimpering. She tried to talk, 
but her word only came out in a whisper. The next time she tried, the word 
got caught in her throat. She moaned. She tried again, getting more 
agitated. She finally burst out with a rounded whine. “No,” she said.
“Yeah, Mae. I really gotta go.” He stood and walked to the green chair 
in the corner. His clothes were on it. “I’m sorry,” he said and stepped into 
his brown pants. “ I’ll leave you another ten for a taxi.”
She lifted her head and breathed the dull, hot air. “No, you don’t 
understand,” she said. She stood and flipped her hanging loose hairs back. 
“I’m leaving.” She felt heavy and she trudged through the room picking up 
her stuff. She put her light jacket on. It was just enough to cover the slip. 
She put fifty in her bag. Harry just kind of followed her around the room. 
She put on her high heels. “I’m sorry,” she said.
Mae pulled the door open and walked to the highway. She never noticed 
before how uncomfortable high heels were to walk in, especially over gravel. 
Harry called to her something about the dangerous highway, the slip and 
craziness or something like that. She really didn’t hear. She took the shoes 
off when she reached the pavement. She looked to her right and then to her 
left. Her momma always told her to walk against the traffic, and so she walked 
westward. A few cars buzzed ahead, sounding their horns as they passed 
her. She breathed in the deep Memphis night, and a breeze chilled her neck. 
She turned around to look at the motel and saw Harry loading himself in his 
car, but she kept going. She was so tired. She saw some lights a little ways 
up ahead. It was a diner. Would they let her in there wearing only a slip, 
she wondered. She buttoned the jacket so the satin only showed a little. She 
read the signs: “Open All Night”— “Help Wanted”— “Food and Gas Here.”
She clutched the cold metal handle of the door and held it half open. She 
looked through the window. A waitress smiled at her and she walked in. Not
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knowing why, but probably just to say something, she asked the waitress, 
“What time do you close?”
The waitress cracked her gum and pointed to a sign on the wall. “Open 
all night, hon,” she said.
“Oh,” Mae said and looked down at the floor and shuffled her right foot, 
unsure of what to say next. “Well, what time is it?”
The waitress poured three cups of coffee. She turned her head and looked 
at a black wall clock then back at Mae. “It’s only nine o ’clock.” She balanced 
two cups in one hand and took the third with the other, all the while eyeing 
Mae. “Do you need something to eat?”
Mae’s head shot back up. “I need a phone.” She did know that.
“Well, it’s over there.” The waitress showed her with a flip of her head, 
and she went back to work.
Mae bought a chocolate bar, got change, and called a taxi. She was going 
home. She stood near the door and waited. She wondered what time 
tomorrow the sun would rise. She hoped she would be sleeping when it did. 
But for now, she waited. Just like that.
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Natalie Bair
Dream letting
Something as simple as a cat 
knows to curl around your shin 
when night comes. Daydreams
glaze over your eyes better than 
doughnuts and you are acutely aware 
of the center hole.
a fantasy M unchkin, maybe Boston Cream. 
Just one bite and they’ re gone.
Nightdreams are jungle beasts,
uncontrolled, drunk driving, lame brain trips. 
W here are you headed , baby, and 
where have you been?
Bloodletting on wayward Freudian phallic symbols 
cuts from skyscrapers and Grecian colum ns, 
cathedral spires, pocket knives
greet the day with night sweats.
The private mind likes practical jokes, 
pulls your pillow closer,
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will make you slip the tongue 
to your brother, make you watch 
Dad go Section Eight.
Call them  nightmares. They’ve free reign 
to leave you drawn and quartered, 
made to feel dirty.
Yet these scenes are highly illiterate, 
m eant not to be taken lightly 
and m eant no t verbatim.
Awoken by a mania; you’ re a pyro 
or a nympho, an upstanding klepto.
You may need a Pepto.
Abysmal is the way to sink, 
lower than  low the way to salvation.
To understand. To start
again. Give us strength our Lord.
Amen. Prayers are disposable, bedtime unavoidable, 
my pretties. T he winning
neurosis of the day. T he envelope, 
please. Let’s find out what lies 
within all tha t Serotonin.
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The W izard  —  Jason Adamo
46
BEYLIS
T he girl bounced an orange under her hand, sticky sweetness swishing
 around within it. This lecture reminded her of the Energizer Bunny; 
it kept going and going and going. Her head twisted around to get a full view 
of the miserably hot room with over two hundred college students all learning 
about the magical wonders of photosynthesis. The only door which led into 
the room was propped open, allowing a slight breeze to play upon the sweaty 
necks of the few lucky students occupying the last row of chairs.
Three out of the four walls in the room were filled with ancient textbooks 
containing outdated information. On the shelves above the textbooks, small 
images cried out from behind clear glass jars. Her eyes halted upon each jar 
for several seconds as she silently gawked upon the creatures inside. There 
were snakes and rats and brains and even a dead human fetus cut in half. 
One particular jar sucked her in. Inside, a small frog seemed to be suffocating 
and slapping its reptilian body against the confinements of its prison. The 
longer she gazed at the frog, the more alive it became. She could almost hear 
its small croaks, quickly dying away as the poison invaded. Her body floated 
toward the frog, and the walls of the room were becoming the glass of the jar 
and the monotone words slipping from the professor’s lips were becoming 
the deadly poison overtaking her lungs.
The orange slipped out from under her hand and fell to the floor. By the 
time her eyes moved back toward the frog, it was as dead as the rest of the 
jarred creatures—as it had, of course, been the whole time.
The room was arranged in a semi-circle so that every chair faced a small 
lab table on the stage below, where some nameless professor suffered in the 
heat along with the students, clutching to the edge of the lab table as though 
it were the only thing keeping him in this space and time. For the twenty-ninth 
time in his career as an educator, he lectured about plants.
The room smelled of spring and sweat and science—a combination which 
stirred a twisted nostalgia within the girl. Lights from overhead poured onto 
the students faces, making everyone appear pale and withering. Her stomach 
roared, reminding her that she had skipped lunch and why she had grabbed 
an orange on the way to the lecture.
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The hands on the clock above the professor’s head pointed to 2:19. The 
lecture was scheduled to last until 4:00. But the girl couldn’t wait until four. 
She couldn’t sit and drown out the professor’s voice any longer. She was the 
frog in the jar, and she needed to unscrew the lid.
After a few hasty calculations and an impulsive look around to see that 
no one was watching, she picked up the circle of citrus heaven and took aim. 
Her arm drew back, and with a quick flip of the wrist, the fruit went flying 
through the air. Heads below her began to turn, and heads above her began 
to giggle. The flight of the orange was uninterrupted, and before anything 
could be done, it made contact with the professor’s head.
First she heard the soft thump of the orange hitting the skull, and then she 
heard the loud bang as the professor came crashing down upon the table.
No one moved, including the fallen professor.
Before fear could seize the girl’s young body, a laugh escaped her lips. It 
wasn’t meant to reach her neighbor’s ears, but it did. The neighbor turned 
and began laughing as well. It was like a fire spreading in the forest, and soon 
the entire population of over two hundred were overcome with giggling 
hysteria.
The professor did not move.
With nothing holding them back, people stood up and began to leave the 
room, perversely amused by the incident. The girl figured that this was her 
only chance to flee, so she stood up and escaped with the rest of the students, 
not bothering to retrieve the orange.
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In M em ory o f H olocaust V ictim s
—  Kelly Youse
Step softly so as no t to wake the giants;
These nights crushed crystal pains the savage land 
But struggle to survive, cling to your life and 
Stand firm against the crooked death  cross. Dance 
Calmly; your patience will help to enhance 
Your hopeful eyes and fairy- tales in hand.
Dream of music and laughter clear and grand,
O f faith and courage giving you this chance.
But after your long and arduous fight 
( Abandoned and afraid of what will pass)
You weaken, yield, and fall into the tight 
Grip of D eath , seeing spirits break like glass 
Before your eyes which lose their hopeful light 
And find the red fires and strangling gas.
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Building a Dream —  Joseph Sulock
50
 The red glow was already emanating from the bedroom window when
Casey began to water the flowers along the fence in the backyard. 
Looking up she saw the light and stood transfixed, puzzling over what could 
be happening in that room. Forgetting the garden hose that she held in her 
hand and the puddle it was making at her feet, she surveyed her neighbor’s 
house. The shade in the second storey window was raised and the room was 
bathed in a flaming crimson light, making the room look as if it were on fire. 
Somber music and a woman’s angelic voice wafted out of the room and 
floated on the air. Casey became aware of herself again and turned back to 
the flowers. As the water hit the plants and shrubs, petals fell to the ground 
and their fragrance filtered through the air. Twilight set in and the glow in the 
room over Casey’s head grew brighter, deepening as darkness fell.
"I wonder what goes on up there," Casey said absently at the breakfast 
table the next morning. "Goes on where?" her mother asked, pouring juice 
into Casey’s glass. Casey rubbed her leg against the cat, who was sitting on 
the floor next to her chair. "Up there in that room. That red light, it’s so 
strange..."
"A little S & M maybe, Casey?" her brother Matt, who had just come to 
the table asked, grinning at her.
"Matt, that’s enough," their mother said, putting omelets before the two 
of them.
"Essenem?" Casey asked, her brow wrinkled. "What’s that?"
"Never mind," her mother replied. "And I think you should occupy your 
mind with something other than the Drake house."
Everyone in the neighborhood knew about old-man Drake: his house was 
the blight upon a sunny, tree-lined street. For as long as anyone could 
remember, Drake had been living in that house, yet no one had ever seen 
more than a glimpse of him. Every once in a while a neighbor would see him 
tottering around, his hair gray, his back stooped, his face haggard. Mostly he 
stayed inside where he was cared for by his son, a man who could be heard
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screaming obscenities at him and whose back was becoming stooped like his 
father’s.
Drake’s house was as decrepit as himself. A large, three-storey building, 
it rose forebodingly out of the ground and stretched crookedly into the sky. 
It was a monstrosity; constructed out of mismatched bricks of varying colors, 
it gave the impression of abandonment. Yet Drake had managed to make an 
apartment complex out of it. Two families lived on each floor, one in front 
and the other in the back. The people it housed were as peculiar as he: mostly 
immigrant families with yellowed, sunken skin and crying children who stayed 
inside the building, never venturing into the light of day.
But it was the couple on the second floor who intrigued Casey. Or rather, 
it was the woman who intrigued her. She had first seen her several weeks 
before on a gray winter day. Casey had been sitting at her bedroom window, 
daydreaming, when she saw movement in the yard below. She saw a tall, 
slender woman attired completely in black. Moving with graceful steps, the 
woman disappeared into the stairwell in the rear of the house. Although 
Casey had seen her for only an instant, she believed the woman to be the 
most beautiful she had ever seen in all of her eleven years.
After breakfast, Casey returned to her room to get her school books. 
Before going downstairs again, she paused and looked out of her window. 
In the lower corner of the window she saw the woman exiting from the 
apartment house. Casey was only able to see the top of the woman’s head 
and her long, shiny black hair. Desperate to get a better view, she stood on 
the tips of her toes and pressed her face to the glass, but the woman was 
already gone.
Bounding down the steps, Casey overheard her mother in the kitchen 
whispering to Matt.
"Honestly, I wish you’d be more careful of what you say in front of your 
sister. She’s just a child."
Her mother stopped talking when she saw Casey in the doorway and 
began clearing the table. Matt rolled his eyes at his sister and tousled her hair 
as he made his way to the front door.
In the car, Casey was quiet, but when they reached the corner she began 
to squeal delightedly.
"There she is! There she is!" she shouted, hitting Matt in the arm and 
pointing to the woman who was now waiting at the bus stop. He didn’t pay 
any attention to her and drove through the intersection. Casey managed to 
turn in her seat, and kneeling, she propped her head on the headrest, straining 
to see the woman. The bus had just arrived however, and the woman
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boarded, passing out of Casey’s sight. Disappointed, she turned around 
again, her long, gangly legs getting in the way, and slumped down on the 
seat.
Matt dropped her off at the grade school and sped off. In the school yard 
Casey and Beth, her best friend, stood with their fingers entwined around the 
chain-link fence, watching as the other students arrived. Across the street, 
Lucy Eagan, an older student, walked past the coffee shop. Lucy was the 
source of much wonder and talk both in the school and the neighborhood 
on account of her figure which had developed beyond her years. The two 
girls watched silently as Lucy walked past the coffee shop with her head 
lowered, avoiding the stares of the men gathered inside. As she passed, the 
conversation between the men drifted off and their eyes followed Lucy, grins 
forming on their faces.
"I don’t ever want that to happen to me," Casey said, suddenly cold and 
shivering. She turned and faced the schoolyard, catching Ronnie Myers 
making a face at her.
The first few days of spring, Casey forgot about the woman. She played
with Beth and followed her brother and his friend Nick around, 
hoping that they would include her in their exploits. Matt wasn’t around the 
house much anymore now that he had his own car, and their six year age 
difference seemed to have widened.
The weather was unusually warm for spring and the flowers were bloom­
ing profusely, filling the air with their sweet fragrance. The dogwood and 
cherry trees had blossomed, raining their petals onto the ground and covering 
the pavements in a carpet of snowy white and lilac. Casey’s mother tended 
her garden daily, complaining that the roses were blooming out of control.
Early on a Saturday morning, Casey glanced out of her window and saw 
the woman again. Although it was a hot day, she was wearing a long, black 
dress that had a wide, sweeping skirt. She walked down the alley and passed 
out of sight with graceful, measured movements that were quick and precise. 
When Casey went downstairs to breakfast, she found that Nick had already 
arrived at the house. He and Matt sat at the kitchen table, planning their day 
together. She bounded into the kitchen and plopped into a chair. Drawing 
her long legs up on the chair, she looked at her brother, who ignored her, 
and then at Nick, who smiled at her. As she smiled back, Casey felt her 
appetite leaving her. Lately she found herself feeling nervous around him.
"Sit like a lady, Casey," her mother said.
Straightening up, she looked back at Nick, who had resumed reading the 
auto magazine he and Matt were sharing between them. The two boys looked 
almost identical to each other—each thin, with dark hair, and dressed
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similarly in T-shirts and jeans. Nick glanced up again and smiled; he had a 
kind face. Casey glanced down at the purple bruise on her arm and the large 
gash on her knee which she had acquired the day before in a game of tag. 
Casey thought of the woman’s graceful limbs and elegant dress and thought 
that her own sunsuit paled in comparison.
weeks moved quickly and school was let out for the summer
 months. Casey continued watching for the woman at her window, 
although she was beginning to sense that her mother was not pleased by this 
pastime. Once, when she was standing in the yard, she had heard people 
arguing. Her mother called her into the house with an angry look on her face; 
Casey assumed that it was old-man Drake’s son.
"Somebody should do something about that man," Casey heard her 
mother telling her father that night. "And to think that she idolizes that poor 
woman..." Her voice trailed off as her daughter entered the room, unaware 
of whom they were talking about.
O n e  hot night in June, Matt and Nick spent the evening in the house.
T he two sat at the table, playing cards, and Casey sat with them. 
Because she didn’t know how to play, Nick let her be his partner. A fan on 
the counter was blowing the warm air around the kitchen and lightly lifted 
up the tendrils of hair which fell around Casey’s face. She sat next to Nick, 
with her chair pushed in close to the table because she was ashamed of the 
bruises on her knees. This invitation to sit with them was a rare occasion, and 
Casey was savoring every minute of it. After an hour they grew bored, and 
Matt suggested they go out for ice cream. Casey was elated. In the coolness 
of the ice cream parlor, she spoke and moved with exaggerated slowness so 
as not to appear clumsy in front of Nick; she ate her ice cream daintily, asking 
for a dish instead of a cone so that she would not drip any on herself.
Afterwards, while Matt and Nick sat on the curb outside the ice cream 
parlor talking to friends, Casey forgot about her new sophisticated behavior 
and skipped along the sidewalk. The row of storefronts came to an end at an 
alley which separated the dry-goods store from the flower shop. From the 
dark, dimly-lit alley, Casey heard voices. She flattened herself to the wall and 
peered around. She could vaguely make out the face of Lucy Eagan in an 
embrace with a strange boy. Casey’s breath came out in a startled hiss, and 
she shivered.
Just then she felt something brush past her arm. Turning, she saw Ronnie 
Myers running across the street, picking up another pebble to toss at her. 
"You’re ugly!" he shouted, and Nick turned in her direction. Embarrassed, 
Casey picked up the stone at her feet, but she knew she was too far away to 
hit him.
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When she returned home, she went straight to bed but couldn’t sleep. She 
kept seeing Lucy and the boy’s faces floating in front of her, lit up like lurid 
jack-o-lanterns. Getting up, she went to the window and looked out. The red 
light was on, and she could see it reflected on the roof of the first-floor 
tenement. She thought she heard the voices of a man and woman arguing. 
Casey shivered and went back to bed.
The next afternoon, she went to the avenue with Beth and her mother, 
who had to drop off the family’s old winter clothes at the Salvation Army. 
Casey’s mother had given her five dollars for spending money, and while 
Beth’s mother stood sorting the clothes into piles, the two girls drifted outside 
and into the thrift shop next door. The store was cool and dark and smelled 
strongly of mothballs. Casey was about to leave when she noticed a rack of 
evening gowns in the rear of the store. She felt them pulling her, so she walked 
slowly to the rack, where she parted the dresses and began to sift through 
them.
"I have just the thing for you," a m an’s voice behind her said.
"She’s only looking," Beth informed the man in her best I-don’t-talk-to- 
strangers voice. "And we were just leaving. Right?" she asked. But Casey was 
mesmerized. In his manicured fingers, the man held a long Mandarin dress 
in a deep blue silk with a red flower embroidered on the left shoulder.
"Go ahead," the man said, looking down at her through his bifocals, "try 
it on."
"We really have to go," Beth tried again. But it was of no use. Casey was 
allowing herself to be steered to the dressing room. The dress fit her perfectly. 
Within it, she lost the awkwardness of an eleven-year-old: the length con­
cealed her tallness, and her long, skinny arms looked more graceful. She 
asked the man how much it cost.
"Six dollars, but since it looks so good on you, you can have it for $4.50," 
he replied.
As he rang the purchase up, Casey noticed a slingshot lying among the 
dingy costume jewelry in the display counter. She thought of Ronnie Myers. 
It was only 5 0 .  She bought it.
Shaking her fist she shouted , "I’ll get you  for this," into the night sky.
M r . Desio’s tree was sick. Casey stood on the pavement and 
watched as he mixed a solution and then poured some into the 
dirt, letting it sink into the roots. "What’s wrong with it?" she asked him.
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"I don’t know," he told her. "I think it’s the damn weather. Spring came 
too soon and forced the tree to bloom before its time. “Hey, what do you 
have there?" he asked, looking at the slingshot sticking out of the pocket of 
her overalls. Casey told him about Ronnie.
"Good for you," he said. "You fix him. No goddamn boys are any good."
Casey giggled and suddenly saw movement across the street. She realized 
that it was the woman. She watched her figure advance up the alley to the 
rear of the apartment house. Within minutes, she heard muffled voices and 
what sounded like an argument. Casey looked around, trying to determine 
where the yelling was coming from. Mr. Desio looked at her and then across 
the street. He began to pour the rest of the solution into the dirt. "No," he 
mumbled to himself, "no boys are any good."
F or Matt’s seventeenth birthday, Casey’s mother decided to have a
 family party. Casey knew that Nick would be at the party and decided 
to unveil her dress. She dressed carefully and combed her hair out of its 
ponytail. The yard was festooned with party lights, and tables and chairs were 
set up. Casey noticed that the red light was on as well. Her mother noticed 
too.
"It’s getting worse and worse," she whispered to Aunt Caroline, an older 
woman with a broad face. "I just don’t know how to protect Casey from it. I 
don’t think it’s right for a child to be exposed to such a thing."
Casey looked up at the window. It seemed that everyone knew something 
about the red light but her. Turning, the women saw Casey and Aunt Caroline 
descended upon her.
"Well, don’t you look pretty?" Aunt Caroline said, as she walked over to 
Casey
Casey began to squirm. She was conscious that Nick and Matt were 
watching from a table nearby, and she was suddenly sorry that she had worn 
the dress.
"Why I wouldn’t be surprised if one day you’re as pretty as Matt is 
handsome," her aunt continued, her voice growing louder.
Casey looked at Matt who rolled his eyes. Aunt Caroline was still babbling, 
and Casey was trying to escape when her aunt took her face in her hands 
and said, ‘Y ou’re such a beautiful girl."
"I suppose this is the part where you try to interest her in land in Florida," 
Matt said from his table.
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Startled, Aunt Caroline’s mouth fell open. When Casey joined them at 
the table, Nick smiled at her sympathetically, and Matt said, "Adults can be 
such assholes."
"I’ll be leaving in a few days for the shore," Nick told Casey as they sat on 
a bench, watching Matt say good night to his guests.
The smell of roses from the garden and mothballs from Casey’s dress 
lingered in the air.
"Will you write to me?" she asked, a knot of excitement in her stomach.
"Sure, kid," he replied, tousling her hair.
That night, as her mother and father cleaned up after the party, Casey lay 
in the grass watching the window of the apartment. The shade was up, and 
the room was lit in a harsh, white light. Soft voices were carrying on the air, 
but gradually they became louder. Suddenly, Casey saw the woman appear 
in the window and sat up wide-eyed—the woman was yelling. Instantly, the 
woman lowered the shade, cutting herself off from Casey’s view. A breeze 
rustled her hair and brought the scent of roses with it. The red light went on.
S e veral weeks had passed when a postcard arrived from Nick. Casey 
 was elated and wrote him a long letter immediately on the embossed 
stationery she had gotten for Christmas. It was a hot morning, and Casey sat 
close to the window, hoping for some air. Suddenly, she saw the woman 
leaving from the back door. Casey quickly changed out of her sunsuit and 
into the Mandarin dress. She took the letter from her desk, and her slingshot, 
in case she ran into Ronnie, and ran from the house. Casey knew the woman 
would be waiting at the bus stop, and she wanted to see her up close. Mr. 
Desio’s tree was well again, and it was blooming for the second time, its white 
petals startling bright against the green leaves of the trees which lined the 
street. Casey walked down the street slowly, trying to move as gracefully as 
possible. She reached the corner. She would have to pass the woman in order 
to mail her letter. The woman’s back was turned. Casey held the slingshot 
behind her back and said hello in her most sophisticated voice.
The woman turned slowly, and Casey stepped back. The woman’s skin, 
stretched taut across her face, was ashen and bruised. Her long, black hair 
and her clothing hung limp and was greasy; a blackened eye was beginning 
to heal, turning purple, with flecks of yellow. She turned and flashed a grin, 
displaying yellowed teeth.
Casey turned and began walking back to her house. As she walked, she 
realized that she hadn’t mailed the letter. She began to rip it into small pieces, 
letting them drop onto the sidewalk where they mingled with the falling petals 
from Mr. Desio’s tree and danced down the street.
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Inside T h ese O ld  Threads
—- Peter T. Quirk
I sat under tha t tree 
O ut of place
In my ripped retro thrift shirt 
Giving off tha t Kerouac coolness.
(Bamn! A  jukebox jumped on a 45 
Setting it for spinning like a pinwheel.
The needle slotted in the groove like lost lovers in tumbled 
sheets, W ailing out sounds that shook the knees of gyrating girls 
and boys.
The lights shone like a car headin’ down to the Jersey shore for 
the N ight,
W ith  the kids bursting out like untam ed pinatas filled with sweet 
Candy eyes.
Click, and the needle lifted slowly off the wobbling vinyl, sub­
siding,
No more churning pin wheels or hypnotic half way lighting,
Just those two kids that rem ained,
As they danced 
Together
M omentary silence
Blinded by the headlights of his Father’s Olds. )
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What Seems to Be the Problem, Officer?
by JO E CIEPLINSKI
L i cense and registration, please.”
“Yessir." I handed him the documents that I had already taken from my 
glove compartment while he was walking up to the car.
“According to my radar, sir, you were traveling sixty-nine miles per hour 
in a fifty zone."
“I see."
“Is the speedometer working properly in this vehicle, sir?"
At this point I had to stifle a laugh. What did he think I was going to say? 
I was driving a brand spankin’ new sports car that I had only performed two 
oil changes on so far. No, the damn thing must be busted. That’s it.
“Yes sir. It’s working fine."
"Okay. Well since you were honest with me, I’m going to give you the 
minimum penalty —ten miles over the limit. The fine will only be seventy-five 
dollars, and you won’t be assessed any points."
I wanted to tell him that I wouldn’t get any points anyway, since I live in 
Pennsylvania, and we were currently in New Jersey, but, again, I thought it 
better to be nice. Why? I had already gotten the ticket. I should have told him 
off. Minimum penalty. The minimum penalty would have been to let me go.
He walked back to his car, opened the door, and sat there, apparently 
writing something or other on his little clipboard. That’s the problem. You 
give them a badge, a shitty American car with lights on it, and a clipboard, 
and all of the sudden they think they own you. It must have been ten minutes, 
him sitting back there; meanwhile I was twiddling my thumbs when I could 
have been half way to Jenny’s house. I was already running late.
That’s not why I had been speeding, by the way. I’m not one of those I- 
only-break-the-law-when-I have-to kind of people. I’m always speeding. I
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don’t see the point in driving fifty miles an hour on a wide open road with 
only two cars on it beside me. It’s just my luck that every so often one of those 
other two cars is a cop car.
He was coming from the other direction, too. That’s what pissed me off 
this time. And his car was all black. I’m used to the white cars in Philly. I 
zipped past him and I thought to myself, Oh, shit. I hope he wasn’t paying 
attention. Then in my rear view, I saw him pulling the U-turn. W asn’t that 
more dangerous than my doing seventy? And I knew I was dead. I should 
have just pulled over then, but I thought, well, maybe. Then the bastard 
followed me for about a mile, I guess to see if I would do eighty—like I didn’t 
see him. What a prick. Finally, the lights went on. It probably took him that 
long to find them. The rest is history.
He came strolling back at his own leisurely pace, and I was about ready 
to explode. He started pointing at things on the ticket, explaining this and 
that, and I felt like telling him, “I know, I know. I’ve been through this before." 
But he was enjoying himself way too much. I don’t think it would have 
stopped him anyway.
“If you wish to protest this offense...How could I?...you need to mail..."
A t this point, I stopped listening. Just give me the ticket, moron. I ’ve 
had enough for one day.
"I understand. Thank you, sir."
Why did I say thank you? After all the shit—getting the ticket, not seeing 
the car coming toward me, not telling him to go pound sand when he tried 
to act like he was being nice to me—why did I have to be a schmuck and tell 
him thank you? I should have told him to kiss my ass. He probably would 
have liked that.
I couldn’t believe how pissed I was as I pulled away ever-so-gently and 
drove down the road. I wanted to kick myself. Thank you. I had lost the game, 
and I had lost big. That’s all it is, when you think about it—a game.
F or about ten miles after that, still on my way to Jenny’s, I drove
 relatively calmly. You do n ’t need another ticket, I kept telling myself. 
But then, I figured I was really copping out. What kind of a wuss am I, anyway? 
Fear of punishment? Is that what my moral system has come to?Screw it. If I 
believe that speeding isn’t morally wrong, then I ’m going to do it, Goddammit.
I pushed my right foot down further and further, until the speedometer 
read eighty. I don’t have to tell you how good that felt. My car handles curves 
like a dream, so I barely felt the weight shifting from left to right as I eased
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through them. My stereo was so loud that I couldn’t hear my tires screeching, 
but I knew they were from the vibrations coming through the steering wheel.
There really was no one on the road at that point other than me, and the 
sun was shining particularly bright that day, so that I got to feeling like I was 
indestructible. The world was mine to take. My tachometer read a steady 
four-and-a-half thousand. The dotted line of the road was beginning to get 
solid.
I pressed down on the gas. Ninety. Ninety-five. I felt the wind pulling my 
car to the left a bit. Ninety-seven. A slight bend in the road which a gentle 
turn of the wheel handled with ease. One hundred. Suddenly, everything felt 
differently. The car felt like it was floating. Bushes and shrubs on the sides of 
the road flew by before I could count them. I felt I had just enough control 
over the car to keep it from spinning out, but no more.
big turn was coming up, and I didn’t want to slow down. I knew 
 that Mario Andretti couldn’t handle this turn at one hundred and 
five, though, so at the last possible moment, I took my foot off the gas and 
touched the brake lightly. Then, I was into the turn. I could feel that I was still 
going too fast. Pulling the wheel to the right with as much strength as I could, 
I waited to get a feel for the turn. Once it felt right, I stepped back onto the 
gas pedal and began to accelerate lightly.
Everything was smooth as silk, until I noticed the green Bonneville in front 
of me. He was taking the turn a lot slower than I was, and I could tell that I 
was going to be in his trunk in about three seconds if I didn’t do something 
quick. I guess the sensible thing would have been to try to slow down, even 
though it would have made the turn very uncomfortable, and control would 
have been difficult. But instead, I did something which now I think might have 
been a little crazy. First, I let the wheel drift back left a bit, easing me into the 
opposing traffic lane. Then, I jammed on the accelerator again, raising my 
tachometer to five grand, zipping past the Bonneville, and giving me a heart 
attack all at the same time. I saw the old man in the Pontiac give me the look 
of death as I passed him. He probably thought I was trying to run him off the 
road or something. Then, once the turn had ended, I got back into the proper 
lane and continued past him until he was out of sight.
I don’t need to tell you that I took it a bit easier for the rest of the ride after 
that. When I got to Jenny’s, fifteen minutes late, I showed her the ticket. She 
wasn’t impressed. As we drove off to the movies, I took my time and decided 
against telling her about the Bonneville incident. It probably would’ve only 
scared her anyway.
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